T be mofi lament able Trdge die 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true tearcs all be wet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrow full checker. 

Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from blifTe. 

inter Aron the Moore alone. 

Moore, Titus Andr omens, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old Titus, 

Or any one of you, chop ©if your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

"Will fend thee hither both thy fonues aliue, 

And that ihall.{pc the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grtcious Emperour, oh gentle Aron , 

Did euer Ratten fing fo like a Larke, 

That giuesfweet ty dings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff l 
Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine , 

That hath thtowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent: my hand will fe rue the turne. 

My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers liues. 

( JMarc . Which of your hands hath no t defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deflru&ionon the enemies Caftle? 

Oh none of both but arcofhigh defert : 

My hand hath bene but idle, let it ferue 
T o raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goe along, 
For feare they die before their pardon come* 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe. 

Lucius* By heauenitfh^ilnotgoe. 


of Titus An dronicus » 

ITitus. Sirsflriueno more, fuchwithred heaths as thefc 
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine* 

Lssciu. SweetFather,ifIfhallbe thoiightthy fonne, 
Letmeredeememy brothers both from death. 

Marcus, And for our fathers fake, and mothers care 3 
Now let me ihow a brothers loue to thee. 

‘Titus. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand. 

Lucius, Then Ilegoe fetch an Axe. 

cMarc. Bud will vfetheAxe. Exetmt* 

T st us. Come hither Aron , He deceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue theemine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I liue dceeiue men fo : 

But He deceiueyou in another fort. 

And that youle fay ere halfe an houre paf&. 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus atrainel 

o 

Titus. Now day your ftrife, what fhall be is difpatcht? 
Good Aron giue his Maieftic my hand; 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it; 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchaft at an eafieprice, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne* 

Aron. 1 goe Audronscut, and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to baue thy fonnes with thee* 

Their hcadsl meane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it.' 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his fouleblacke like his face, Exit*., 

P Thus 




